

*7 Tuurrurzin 

Each in his office readic at thy berke. 

Wilt thou haue mulicke? Harke Apollo playes, Mnjtcke 
And twcncic cag:d Nightingales doling, 

Or wilt thoufleepe ? Wee’l haue thcc to a Coucl^ 

Softer and fwceter then the luftfull bed 
Onpurpole trim’d vp for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke ; we will beftrow the ground. 

Or wile thou ride ? thy horlesllnll be trap’d. 

Their Inrntlfc ftudded all with Gold and Pearle. 

Daft thou louehawkingt’Thouhaft hawkes wiilfoarc 
A’>oue the Morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt. 

Thy bounds (hall make the Welkin anfwer them 
And fctchlhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. 

1 CMan. Say thou wilt courfe, thy gray -hounds are as fwife 
As breathed Stags : I fleeter then the Roe. 

2 c M. Doft thou loue pictures? vve wilfetch thee ltrais 
Adonispainted by a running brookc, 

And Citherca all in ledges hid, 

Which feeme to moue and wanton with her breath, 

Euen as the wauing fedges play with winde. 

Lord. Wce’llbewthee [o,&> Ihewisa Maid, 

And how fire was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As liuelic painted, as the deede was done. 

3 Mart, 0/ D<^tffroming through a thornie wood. 
Scratching her legs, that one Ihal fwearcllie bleeds. 

And at that light lhall fad Apollo wcepe, 

So workmanlie the blood and tearesare drawne. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord and nothing buc a Lord : 

Thou haft a Ladiefarre more Beautifull, 

Then any woman in this wainingage. 

I Man. And til the tearesthac flic hath Ihed for thee 
Ijkc enuious flouJsore run her loucly face. 

She was the fairell creature in the world. 

And yet flic is inferiour to none. 

Beg. Am I a Lord and haue I fuch a Ladie ? 

Or do I dreame ? Or haue I dream’d till now ! 
x do not fleepe : I lee, I hcare , I fpcake : 

I f me! fweet fauors,and 1 fcele loft things : 
vpon my life J am a Lord indeed e, 


'theT&mng of the S hr elf. 



And 


And not a Tinker, nor Chriftopher She. 

Well, bring onr ladie hither to our light. 

And onceagainea poto’thfmallcft Ale- 

2 . Mart. W. It pleafe your mightineire to walh your hand* : 
Oh how we ioy to (ee your wit refto’d, 

Oh that once more you knew but what you are ; 

Thefe fifteens yceres you haue bin in a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d,fo wak’d as if you llept. - 

Beg. Thefe fiftecne yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap. 

But dfd 1 neuer fpcake of all that time. 

I C Matt. Oh ves my Lord, but verie idle words 
For though you lay heere in this goodliechamber, 

Yet would you lay , ye wearc beaten out ot doore. 

And raile vpon the Hoftefte of the houfe, 

AndLy you would prefentheratthe Leete, 

Becaulc Ihebrought ftonc-iugs,and no fea’ld quarts J 
Somecimesyou would call out for Cicely Hackee. 

Beg. I, the womans maid of the houfe. 

3 . c Man Why lir you kouw no houfe, nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men asyou haue reckon’d vp, 

K% Stephen She, and old lohn d^jipso fG CCCC, 

And P eter Turplr. and Henry SPi pern el/. 

And ewer. tie more fuch mines and men as thefe. 

Which neuer were , nor no man eucr law. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked tor my good amends, c All. Amen 

Enter Ladle with esfttexd 'ants. 

Beg. I thanke thee, thou (halt not ioolc by t« 

Lady . How fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marne I fare well, for l eueis cheere enough. 

Where is my wife? 

La. Heere noble Lord,what is tby will with her 
Beg. Are you my wite and will noc call tree husband? 
Mymcnfhould call mee Lord, T rn ycur good-man. 

La. My husband and m. Lord, my Lord and husband I am your 
Wife in all obedience. 

Beg. I know it well , what mull I call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

B eg. Alee Madam , or lone Madam 1 

B Lord 
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